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Prairie A utum n
BY
N O RM A N A R R IN G T O N

A tangle o f gray bark
under a fringe o f silver foliage
where the wild sage grows
beside a tangle o f rusting wire
barbed and lethal

A bob-white whistles from the sumac thicket
stirred by a breath o f prairie wind
blowing over a broken land
red with iron
and flecks of quartz

Under the black-jack, a young girl
old before her age
searches a distant horizon with pale eyes
and catches falling brown leaves
that tumble in the air ■

ILLUSTRATION
BY
LAURIE JOLLIFFE
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Blue Plains
BY
JAMES D.WAEDEK3N
Cutting by Melissa Bruner

Synopsis

Set in 19 15 -19 18 , Blue Plains is a surreal memory
play (heightened realism) in two acts. Through the eyes
of famed photographer Alfred Stieglitz and fictitious
letters from Georgia O ’Keeffe herself, we learn the life,
loves, and art o f Miss Georgia O ’Keeffe. As Stieglitz’s
memories, aided by Georgie (the spirit/alter ego o f a
young Georgia) crystalize, they unfold before our eyes.
Out o f time and space, we witness the restless and fierce
individualist Georgia on her trek to west Texas; her
teaching at West Texas State Teachers College; her
political views on the war, women, and marriage; her
affair with a young student; and, most importantly, her
love for the plains and her struggle to capture that love
on paper.

Set in the backdrop ofW orld W ar I, when women’s
career choices were few, and prior to a woman’s right to
vote, Georgia is met with consternation from all. Afred
wants her home, the student wants her to be his wife, and
the conservative town o f Canyon, Texas wants her out.
During these intense ‘civil wars,’ Georgia finds her
strength and inspiration from the spirit o f Georgie, who
travels between the two worlds o f NY and TX, and also
visits the spirit o f her late mother,Ida, who died of
consumption. Winning her battle, all culminates in her
triumphant return to New York, her subsequent back-toback shows, and seven years later, her asking for— and
receiving—A fred ’s hand in marriage.

(A pool o f light fades up on the small, dimly lit, hack office ofphotographer ALFRED STIEG LITZ's New York City gallery,
“291. ” It is February, 1918. STIE G LITZ is seated at a cluttered writing table. Around him, tacked on the walls and
stacked in comers, are numerous charcoal drawings and watercolor paintings. There is a black-clothed camera on a tripod in
one corner. STIE G LITZ is 54, and has bristled, greying hair. He is charismatic and in no way old in appearance or
eccentric in manner. He is dressed all in black except for a sharp, red silk vest. A long, flowing cape that trails to his feet,
almost touching the ground, hangs on a coat rack in one corner. He is reading a letter, and is entranced by it. The letter is
somewhat worn, and has obviously been read several times already.)
STIEGLITZ
the audience.) I write her daily. In my mind anyway. I certainly don’t want to appear too eager.

(To
{Pause.)

I wait a day or two after receiving a letter from her before I sit down to pen my own... adequate response ... four or five
letters at a time, each addressed to her.

(Pause.)

Afred Stieglitz. If you are the least bit curious. That’s who I am. I’m re-reading a note o f hers right now actually. Was
just sitting down to ... send my own regards... when you caught up with me. I suppose it can wait a bit longer. 1 don’t
want to appear too eager.
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(STIEG LITZ slowly risesfrom his chair, looking about the room. He motions toward the paintings about the office.)
These are hers. Remarkable, don’t you think?

(He finally takes one into his hands. It is quite simple, two blue vertical lines, one bent before moving straight upwards
parallel on the paper next to the other.)
This is my favorite. Today anyway. My tastes and moods vary just as swiftly as hers. But today, Ifavor this one.

(There is children s laughter as a small pool o f light now fades up also on GEORGIA O ‘K EEFFE.Layers o f blue radiating
from a soft white glow surround her. She stands at an easel. She stares at a large piece o f blank art paper on it. There is a
small cast iron stove for heating near her side. Her long black hair is pulled back loosely in a bun, revealing wide eyes and a
classic, attractive face. She is 31. She is dressed in black cotton. Long smocklike in appearance, there is little line or
dimension to her clothing. She wraps herself tighter into an olive green shawl, an odd contrast to her black dress. Wiping a
wisp o f hair out o f her face, GEORGIA seems tired, pale. Her symptoms suggest that she is suffering from a fever or the flu.)
(The laughter builds as a haunting child-like chanting begins.)
CHILDREN’S VOICES
G is for Georgie/ An artist so fine/ Her drawings are perfect/ And her paintings divine ....
G is for Georgie/ An artist so fine/ Her drawings are perfect/ And her paintings divine ....

(These voicesfade, blending with the sound o f a large crowd at an art opening in a gallery, some voices admiring the work:
“Yes, o f course, I see it, yes!"; others commenting and criticizing: “There s no reason for any o f this attention. "Or perhaps
“This is vulgar. Vulgar!")
STIEGLITZ

(Still entranced with the painting he is holding) Watch them reaching out o f the earth like dancing saplings ... slender...
straight... side by side.

(The crowd's whispering “Yes ” builds into shouts with applause. GEORGIA
Her lines ... pulsate! Look closer... see their fluid grace and sympathy!

stares at her paper much more intently.)

(GEORGIA crumples the paper immediately. The crowd sound stops. ST IE G LITZ is silent a moment.
GEORGIA

Damn.

(GEORGIA remains motionless, just staring at the easel.)
STIEGLITZ

(To the audience.) It was New Year’s Eve, 1915.
(Pause.)

Little more than two years ago. When I discovered Georgia.

My New York City gallery ... “2 9 1” ... was alive then. Before the Lusitania was hit, attention ... patrons ... money...
were not so directed toward war... as they are now. I hung her pictures, along with Duncan and Lafferty, right
through there. Then I launched Georgia’s first solo show just last May, here in “2 9 1 ” ... three days before our ...
involvement... with Germany began. Newpapers declared war... leaving little room to announce critical success.

(Pause.)

I write her in my mind daily.

(GEORGIA moves toward tbe stove. She throws the paper into the fire and tries to warm herselfa moment as the lights on
GEORGIA go black.)

Georgia insists she is never more alive than when she is with her students teaching in Texas. Yet now as you and I
speak, she locks herself in her room too frustrated to paint.

(STIELG ITZ holds out the worn letter towards the audience.)

She’s ill, you see. Has stopped ... painting. And we must find a way to help her.

(Lights up on GEORGIA. Sm iling spirited, it is well over a year earlier as she prepares to give a speech fo r the Faculty Circle
o f West Texas State Teachers College, where she is a newly employed art instructor. She has note cards in her hands, standing
at a small lectern giving a speech. A t her side is her dollhouse. It is simple, only two crossed pieces o f wood on a base, creating
four open-walled rooms. Her childhood possession, she now uses this as a teaching tool. She uses this as a visual aid during
6
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her speech. She addresses the audience as i f they are the Faculty Circle.)
STIEGLITZ
It began so differently.

GEORGIA

(To the audience.) Forgive me if I am a bit nervous.

I was not expecting quite such a crowd.

STIEGLITZ
W ith her 19 16 summer session post at the University ofVirginia completed, nearly 30, still unmarried, Georgia left
for West Texas State Normal College in Canyon, Texas.

GEORGIA
For those o f you who don’t know me, I am Georgia O ’Keeffe. From the art department. I am the art department.
But we do have plans to build an art department. So they keep reassuring me.

(Pause.)

Thank you, Chancellor Edwards, for nodding in agreement. The thought o f a little expansion certainly does excite
me.
STIEGLITZ
Her formal training as an artist included The Art Institute o f Chicago, and both the Art Students League and
Columbia University in New York City.
GEORGIA
My topic today is ... “HIGHER EDUCATIONAL ART: A Modern Move From Cubism to Humanism.”

(There is the sound o f a concerned crowd. Some muttering and concerned whispers.)

Modern is not a dirty word, and cubism is not nearly as confusing a subject as it may sound.

(She shuffles through her cards a moment, suddenly nervous to look at the crowd.)
STIEGLITZ

From quite an early age, to support herself, her mother and sisters, she spent some years in fashion houses rendering
catalogue designs, and held scattered teaching posts ... until Canyon.

(GEORGIA takes a deep breath, smiles, and moves forward with her speech.)

GEORGIA
I know it will excite each o f you as much as ... well ... it did when art first discovered me.
STIEGLITZ
But she had no idea that in a matter of a few short months I would see her work—
GEORGIA
— Snuck up from behind me—
STIEGLITZ
— Grab it—
GEORGIA
— bit my backside—
STIEGLITZ
— Display it—
GEORGIA
— And spun me around face to face with it, shouting in my ear ... “This kind of love ain’t meant for Sunday School !”

(There is scattered laughter from the crowd. GEORGIA laughs with them.)

STIEGLITZ
And demand more.

(Lights out on STIEG LITZ.)

GEORGIA

(Readingfrom her note cards.) Exaggerate size and simplify form.These are two short

steps where we can begin to...
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integrate abstract and objective imagery when we start to paint. Or pursue any medium o f art.

(Pause.)

Art is not nearly as complex ... or stiff... as I must sound, believe me.

(GEORGIA sets her cards aside, no longer relying on her prepared speech.)

Art can be a thing of your own. I credit Arthur Wesley Dow for sharing this. His text,
groundlings across the country use today. I’m no exception.

Compositions,

is the guide all his

(GEORGIA holds up her dollhouse, so that the audience can clearly see its four rooms.)

As students o f art, we must first learn to fill our paper, space, in a beautiful way.

(GEORGIA dismantles the walls o f her house one at a time, until all that can be seen is the square base, no longer four rooms.)

We practice enclosing or dividing geometric shapes, eliminating or shifting elements to create composition. It’s just a
dollhouse. I started when I was very young. But we can use anything to start thinking about how to divide a space.
What to fill it with. Dow believes from childhood on, even in the most primitive o f races, expression in all ages and
lands begins with spacing. Learning to allow yourself to fill a space.

(GEORGIA reassembles the dollhouse.)
Add the Japanese principle o f notan ... dark and light mystical balance... shading ...and we lead our students to line,

color, and beauty. A new way to think about art, I suppose. But our students deserve the freedom to look at art in a
new way. Or their studies in a new way ... Everything in a new way.

(Pause.)

Everything.

(Pause.)

In essence, laying the boundaries for simple aesthetics, structure, form for a medium ... without imposing style, or
restraining the creative child in each o f us ... all this allows the artist to make a free, educated, creative, human choice for
the direction o f her art ... his or her art.

(Pause.)

For example, as we speak, men across the country are encouraging their sons ... our country is encouraging our sons... to
enlist and head for Europe. Despite the potential consequences. Parades and music see them off in a celehration, when
in reality, a brief course in what the war is really about to the students ... and to the boys considering leaving, the simple
fact that they may not come back might make them think twice.

(Disgruntled voices in the crowd.)
(Topping these voices.) It might make our whole country think twice! All around the campus 1 see posters, patriotic

banners, art raising spirits— Send Our Boys! Send Our Boys! Send Our Boys! ”— the glorification o f what this
institution is lending itself to ... terrifies me.

(The crowd is now silent.)

I wonder at times if our world ... if our children ... are just plain losing to death and destruction. Maybe they are a force
worth conserving. It s a new way to think about war, I suppose. Exaggerated size. Simplified form. But our students
deserve the freedom to look at life or death in a new way. A little like art, 1 suppose.

(Pause.)
{Almost to herself)
(Pause.)

Exaggerated size. Simplified form. Steps to integrate.

So in closing, I wish to thank the Faculty Circle for inviting me to speak, allowing me to share a little bit of... artistic ...
theory ... with you. Thank you.

(Lights out on GEORGIA as a pool o f light fades up on STIEG LITZ seated on his desk, looking at a small red watercolor ofa
woman s nude figure, painted by GEORGIA. He speaks to it as i f it were GEORGIA.)

STIEGLITZ
This morning when I woke up ... I thought about making love to you.

(There is the sound o f pouring rain.)
8
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I think about it, but as time goes on it becomes a more difficult task.

(A small pool o f light opposite from ST IE G L IT Z now fades up on GEORGIA. It should suggest a classroom. Holding a
stack o f papers and loose sketches, her attention has been pulled to a classroom window. Though some might think it dreary,
she is mesmerized by the rain.)

The memory of your face is somewhat fading away. I do remember a sweet smile ... fine black hair that I want to bury
my fingers in ... my face in.

(TED REED, 22, one o f her students, enters the pool o f light, unseen by GEORGIA. He moves closer to her, attracted to
her, fascinated by her. He closes his eyes a moment, listening to the rain with her. Synchronizing his breathing with
GEO RGIAS.)

This morning when I woke up, I thought about holding you from behind. My arms wrapped around your waist so
that you could feel me. I thought of a gentle kiss on the back of your neck, below the ear to summon you to turn
around ... face me.

(REED opens his eyes and moves next to GEORGIA, finally putting his arm around her. Startled and furious, GEORGIA
pulls away from him and swiftly leaves the pool o f light. REED runs after her. The stage is now black except for the light on
STIEG LITZ.)
The look in my eyes to yours ... you know that it is time. We tie each other up in arms and legs. We sleep until the 10
AM and we experience morning together.

(Lights out on STIEG LITZ. Lights up on GEORGIA and REED. He has been quickly following her, chasing her, and she is
still very annoyed.)
REED
I said it was as if 1 already knew you. I didn’t mean anythin’ by it!
GEORGIA
You had no right to touch me like that, regardless of how compelled you were!
REED
I’ve just never seen anyone ... react to the rain ... the same way as I do. That’s all.
GEORGIA
What?
REED
We were in a great storm just now. Just the two of us.
GEORGIA
This is simply ridiculous—
REED
—Watchin’—
GEORGIA
—I have heard enough of this—
REED
—Listenin’—
GEORGIA
—I’ll ask you once more to get out of my way—
REED
—I didn’t know who you were but ... I ... I wanted us to watch the rain !

(GEORGIA is silent. She watches REED a moment, quite intrigued, flattered, not sure how to respond to his attention.)

Please. I’m sorry. Let me start again.

(Pause.)

I’m Ted. Ted Reed.

(Caught in his gaze, GEORGIA finally turns away from him. She starts to leave.)
FALL 1993
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GEORGIA
(Determined.) And I am late for my class, Mr. Reed.
REED
A drive would be real nice.
GEORGIA
Excuse me?
REED
I could borrow my brother’s Ford.
GEORGIA
You want to take a drive, with me—
REED
Yes—
GEORGIA
—In the rain?
REED
Showers like this are over by 12. The dirt dry by 2.
GEORGIA
Not today. No.
REED
We can even drive off the edge of town into the prairie, toward the Palo Duro—
GEORGIA
—No, Ted.
REED
Heard you’ve been out there a lot lately.
GEORGIA
Oh you have, have you?
REED
I think you know the canyon better than me these days, Miss O’Keeffe.
GEORGIA
You said you didn t know who I was. In the midst of your quick apology just now.

(REED is startled by his slip. He finally just grins. GEORGIA smiles as well.)
REED

I’ve seen you.

(Pause.)

Been waitin’ for the right moment to ... introduce myself.

(GEORGIA catches herself looking into his eyes. She is attracted to him.)
GEORGIA

I see.
REED
Good.

(Pause.)

Now that the formalities are over, we can move right on ahead.
GEORGIA
(Mock lexas accent, flirting with Reed.) Proper unmarried men and women don’t spend time together in Canvon
REED
<hlirting back.) I think the worth of my daddy’s cattle business might even tempt you.
10
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GEORGIA

Is that so?

(Pause.)

I do wish I could say yes, Ted, but it wouldn’t be right.
REED
I don’t care nothin’ about appearances—
GEORGIA
— It’s protocol—
REED
— I may be one o f your students ... but not for much longer.
GEORGIA
I’m sorry, I can’t.

(Lights out on GEORGIA and REED. Lights up on STIEG LITZ. His gaze is intent on one painting in particular.)

STIEGLITZ
(To the audience.) There had been this man ... Arthur... Macmahon I believe was the name. A history professor when
she and he were teaching in Virginia. Quite smitten with Georgia, Macmahon was. She with him in a safe, odd way,
too. Couldn’t ever imagine the two o f them together... in any sense o f the word. Somehow, I think she did, though.

(STIEG LITZ finally takes the painting he has been staring at into his hands.)

This was done in late 1915, just before her move to Canyon ... when she stopped being so interested in Arthur the
history professor and thought more of Texas. Quite sad if you look closely. Men release a bit o f passion from
Georgia....

(There is the sound o f hypnotic, Indian recorder music.)

It’s safe to say Georgia knows the first rule of the ... escape ... artist. Never look back.

(Pause.)

A bit o f passion to say the least.

(Indian Music fades to coyotes howling. There is the sound ofa boy howling back to echoing coyotes and then laughter as a
small pool o f light fades up. Reddish dirt and a few scattered rocks suggest it is somewhere in the basin o f Palo Duro Canyon,
locatedjust outside Canyon, Texas. The last hot day ofan Indian Summer. TED REED runs into this pool o f light, winded
a bit.)
REED

(Calling into the darkness.) It’s right this way! Over here!
(Lights out on STIEG LITZ. GEORGIA runs into the light, catching up to REED. She too is winded from their brief run.
REED howls again into the night listening for the coyotes to howl back.)
Take a look at that.

(The two stare upward and around them, taking in the expanse o f Palo Duro. GEORGIA S gaze seems to rest on one range
o f cliffs in the distance.)

GEORGIA
Green. Brown. Almost cut in clear patterns. It’s so simple ... and beautiful.

(REED pulls GEORGIA to him close, pointing in the opposite direction as he spots animals in the distance.)

REED
Cows ... hide there to keep out o f the wind durin’ winter.
GEORGIA
Can’t ever imagine it cold. It’s so warm now. Even with the wind.
REED
Your face is red. Still so red. I don’t know if it was the sun or me.

(REED brushes a bit o f hair out o f GEORGIA S face. She shies away from his touch, quickly moving toward a small pile o f
FALL 19 9 3
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rocks, and examines them closely. She flips a rock buried partially in the dirt.)
GEORGIA
Feel this ground ... it’s still wet underneath. Soft butter under a thin layer of fine red sand.
REED
I like cornin’ out here. Practically grew up in this canyon.
GEORGIA
It’s a hiding place... the earth and her pink and yellow cliffs. I’ll know where to find you now if you’re not in class,
Ted. I’ll come here first.
REED
Promise?
(REEDfinds a small, shattered cow bone fragment along the rocks. Now a treasure fou n d on their journey, he slips his arms
around GEORGIA, giving the bone to her.)
If you turn up missin’, I’ll know where to find you. At the bottom of Palo Duro.
GEORGIA
(Examining the bone.) Dry as the land. Swept so clean. Silent. Strong.
(GEORGIA hands the bone over to REED who looks at it a moment.)
How old do you think it is?
REED
Couldn t say. Probably from a big bull, though. They’re all over. Indians camped along here once
GEORGIA
Really?
REED
During their rites of manhood.
GEORGIA
Imagine that.
(Indian music begins again.)
REED
Boys searchin’ for their spirit guides. A taste of peyote, and the Shaman spirits would visit them right here. Then cut
'em up into a thousand pieces, boil their body parts, and put 'em back together. Only this time blessed. Ready for
life.
GEORGIA
Spirit guides—
REED
—That’s what folks say—
GEORGIA
I ve seen an all-night dance. Navajo. Outside a village up a mountain road.

(REED stretches out onto the ground as i f offering himself in some sort ofsacrifice. GEORGIA touches REED with the stick
and soon begins to wave it above him as i f she is a shaman in an Indian healing ritual. GEORGIA begins to dance
seductively around REED. Her steps are synchronized with the pulse o f the Indian music.)

A ceremony ... healmg the sick ... Twelve hundred in the night. A central fire ... smaller fires ... all in this huge
enclosure a r.ng of pine boughs. They danced and sang all night. Singing and dancing ... the wind in the pines
smoke ... fire ... stars ...
r

(The sun is now setting lower on the horizon. GEORGIA is pulled to the sunset.)

Look at the light now! A lavender sky!

(Pause.)

The red and purple earth.
12
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(Indian music slowly ends.)
REED
So ... are you goin’ to paint it?
GEORGIA
I’ve got to take it all in first. Smell it. Listen. There’s so much. I can see all over the entire world in one instant.
When the sun is just gone, the color will be so rich!
REED
It gets dark out here with no house lights. From up on that ridge, lookin’ back toward Canyon, well, sometimes the
whole town looks like just another star, low on the horizon. Brighter than the others. It gets that black sometimes. At
night.

(REED kisses GEORGIA.)

GEORGIA
We need to get back. Before dark.
REED
You scared of the dark?
GEORGIA
Sometimes.
REED
W e ll... at least you don’t have to sleep alone. Not anymore anyway.

(GEORGIA pulls away from REED, breaking his hold.)

GEORGIA
Please, don’t start.
REED
W e’ll share my grandma’s quilt. Made by hand. Just us beneath it.
GEORGIA
It’s time to go.
REED
Real warm.
GEORGIA
I don’t know why I stayed out here so long.
REED
Wrapped inside each other.
GEORGIA
“Let’s go drivin’ in the desert,” you said. . .
REED
And in no time—
GEORGIA
— Never should have listened to you—
REED
— from under our quilt—
GEORGIA
— Not with all the work I need to do ... things I have to do—
REED
— Every daughter we have’ll look just like you.
GEORGIA
Another word and it’s over!
FALL
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(Pause.)

REED
But I love you.
GEORGIA
It doesn’t matter. It won’t change anything—
REED
—You’re lyin’. You feel the same.
GEORGIA
Don’t test me right now, Ted. Do you hear me?
REED
What are you afraid of?
GEORGIA
Nothing.
REED
There’s fear from where I’m lookin’!
GEORGIA
You don’t know what you’re talking about, so don’t even begin to try and figure me out.
REED
Oh, 1 get it. I see right through you. I’m allowed to kiss you, taste you—
GEORGIA
—I don’t have to listen to any of this—
(GEORGIA tries to leave but REEDgrabs her arm, pulling her close to him.)
REED
—But only whenever you want it!
GEORGIA
It’s nothing like that!
REED
Sure as hell is! But admittin you like it, admittin you want me wrapped in you forever,
well that just isn’t part of your plan now, is it? IS IT?
GEORGIA
I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone with quite your nerve !

(Pause.)

The truth is . . I hate the idea of being tied. That’s why I came to Texas. Here I can feel like a different person ... live a
different life ... for me. For my art.
REED
You’ll always paint. I’ll let you paint.
GEORGIA
You 11 let me paint?. I don t need you or anyone else giving me permission. I let me paint! No one else!

(Pause.)

I told you from the start how it had to be. I thought you understood.

(REED watches her nervously, almost afraid to speak.)
REED

I do.
GEORGIA
1 hen we should go. I want to get back before dark.

(REED does not move. GEORGIA finally moves closer to REED. She brushes some red dirt o ff o f his shoulder.)
14
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You can be so silly sometimes, Ted. But ... I do like your laugh.

(GEORGIA begins to tickle REED affectionately. REED, resisting at first, finally forces his big, boyish grin and laughs. He
then begins to dodge her touch, moving just out o f her reach. She even chases him a moment. He stops and stares at
GEORGIA, and his gaze never leaves GEORGIA s eyes, testing her with his eyes. Wanting to kiss her. GEORGIA sees this,
and turns away from him.)

REED
Your face is still so red. 1 don’t know if it was the sun or me.

(REED begins to draw a giant letter "G" with his foot in the canyon dirt, his eyesfinally breaking from GEORGIA.)

“G” is for Georgia.

(REED suddenly takes in a deep breath. He exhales, and his smile grows wider.)

Hey. Race you to the top. And lookin’ down, I know I’ll still see your big “G” in the dirt.

(REED takes one long last look at GEORGIA, taking her in.)

“G” is for Georgia! “G” is for Georgia! “G” is for Georgia!

(REED runs into the darkness as his cheering fades away; GEORGIA watches her “G" in the dirt. Her tough exterior melts,
and she fights back the tears she has been holding in, at last revealing her true indecision and loneliness.)
GEORGIA
“G” is for Georgia.

(The red light around her fades and she becomes engulfed in a faint blueness before the stage goes black. )M
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Interview:

A:

Ja m es D. W aedekin

BY MELISSA BRUNER

Artist Georgia O’Keeffe spent many
productive years in New Mexico; each year
numerous admirers of her work travel to Abiquiu
iu
to view the place that provided her with so much
;h
inspiration. But O’Keeffe’s love of vast, open
sky, and its influence on her work, had its
beginnings when she was a college art instructorr
in Canyon, Texas: a place less well-known and
less often visited, if not less impressive, than her
home in New Mexico. The stark, harsh beauty
of west Texas, while providing O’Keeffe with
inspiration for her work, was also a place where
she suffered from debilitating depression, social
ostracism, and constant battles with the
administration of West Texas State Teachers
College. It is this period of O’Keeffe’s life and
career that is the focus of Blue Plains, a play
written by Oklahoma playwright James D.
Waedekin.
16
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D.

During its fairly short life thus far, Blue Plains
has undergone several revisions. How has the play
changed, and why have you made so many changes?

"Blue Plains began as a project when I was in
graduate school. As a writer in residence at UCLA, 1
was there to write, write, write. It was perhaps one
of the most prolific periods of my life thus far: two
years, three one-act plays, and two full-length plays.
But the true development of the piece began when it
was produced. Writing the words and seeing the
play on paper is one thing. But no matter how
beautiful the type or the quality of the laser printing,
the play has to work on stage.
My first taste of professional theater came less
than a year out of graduate school. While I was
living in Los Angeles, a New York acting company
expressed an interest in Blue Plains. Before I knew
it, it was presented in a staged public reading at The
Writers’ Theater. This reading resulted in many
people telling me how to make my script better.
From this experience, I learned to ‘listen for the
itch.’ If enough people were coming up with similar
elements of confusion, something was wrong. I
didn t listen to their solutions, however, because
people don’t always know the source of the itch. I
just dug down and tried to tackle the itches in my
play so that I could continue to tell the story I
wanted to tell.
“After rewrites and a structure change, Blue
Plains opened in New York City on 42nd Street
(theater row). The Off-Off Broadway scene, in
which my play was produced, is where today’s
writers are turning and finding more production
possibilities. It is a respected and legitimate venue in
New York City, fast growing and affordable. To be

WAEDEKIN
a small Texas town near Palo Duro Canyon.
This was just months after her mother’s death
from consumption, and was during the plague
of 1918. Georgia had given up painting and
nearly died herself. 1 asked myself, ‘What made
her pick up the paintbrush and paint again?’
Painting as a profession was the most unrealistic
vocation a woman could choose in 1918, kind
of like playwriting today.
“Ironically, my first draft was written while
1 was sick: eight weeks of walking pneumonia.
1 had been working two jobs, not taking care of
myself, and I collapsed. At the time, I was
debating dropping out of graduate school and
dismissing playwriting. And when my fever
broke, Georgia emerged. Close friends who
knew me at this time in my life swear the play is
really about me and my struggle with my need
to write.”

a New York-produced playwright is nearly every
playwright’s dream; many wait a long rime for
this to happen. For me, it was an opportunity
to see what worked and what didn’t, to get a
little press, and to go on with my writing.
“Readings of the play followed in Chicago
and Los Angeles. More changes and a return to
the play’s original structure led to a production
in Newport Beach, California. A big budget,
and a strong director and cast, led me to the
play’s present incarnation. The addition of two
new characters and some fifty new pages brings
Blue Plains to its present, completed form. At
last, 1 feel that Georgia’s story is complete."

Q

:

, O’Keeffe’s environment and its influence
on her work is emphasized in Blue Plains. Were
you motivated to write the play because of a
longtime admiration of her work, or did other
factors influence you?
Q
“While 1 was at UCLA, 1 was looking for
an idea for a full-length play. I had toyed with
the idea of a historical drama, but basically had
no idea what to write about. I had been given a
book with O’Keeffe’s drawings and had picked
up a copy of Portrait o f an Artist. This book
encompassed Georgia’s whole life: ninety-eight
years. So at first I had no plan whatsoever to
write about her. Not with ninety-eight years to
look at. Who could sit through it all? Not me,
that’s for sure. But one chapter of the book
discussed what were, in my eyes, perhaps the
most dramatic years of her life. And in a way,
those were years I could relate to. Forced to
support herself, she left the east coast to teach in

:
Apart from your personal identification
with Georgia’s struggle, why did you choose this
period of her life as the focus of Blue Plains ?

A:

“Perhaps famous people are most
interesting before they’re famous. Their
struggle at this time is maybe a little more
human, and we can most relate to them at this
point of their lives. That’s what 1 think it’s like
with Georgia in my play. So I concentrated on
a short time in her life, with the hope that
people seeing my play would get a sense of her,
of the times, and of me as a writer—and, if they
were interested, would then pick up more of her
work, or mine.
F A L L 1993
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“I think the play is about artistic struggle
and the sacrifices we make to become writers,
poets, artists, musicians, professors—actually,
just the human experience against adversity.
Georgia just happened to be a little closer to
home for some of us.”

o

,L

„

Since ‘home,’ for you, includes Texas, has
this region influenced your work in any way
apart from Georgia O’Keeffe’s years in
Canyon?

“My plays are set in Oklahoma and Texas.
I moved to Texas at thirteen, and Oklahoma at
sixteen. My plays are environmental pieces that
deal with the Southwest, the land and language,
and I hope to hold on to that. I relate to Sam
Shephard, Tennessee Williams, and Horton
Foote because they have chosen ‘worlds to write
about.’ I tackle some heavy issues in my pieces,
and they tend to be more palatable tucked away
in the Oklahoma desert, the ravines of Palo
Duro Canyon, or on a red dirt farm, because
contemporary audiences don’t always like ‘inyour-face’ theater. Often unfamiliar with these
environments, they can be led into my worlds
through storytelling, and once they’re snagged,
and they feel safe in my world, I can turn the
tables and let the drama begin.
“I have been told jokingly by my family
and friends that if my writing sprees continue,
Oklahoma and Texas may never let me come
back. But 1 love the characters 1 create, and
they in no way reflect any dislike or distaste for
the lands I grew up in and that shaped me as I
grew up. So it’s a connection I plan to hold on
to, and 1 hope that connection nurtures my
continued success.”
18
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Since you have decided that Blue Plains
is now in its final and complete form, what’s
next?

“My newest play is called Side Stream.
Set in western Oklahoma, it is an interracial
story of a wandering roadside preacher,
Abram, and his common-law wife, Jessie. It
tests the boundaries of love when their
relationship is tested by tragedy. At the
encouragement of my agent, I am also
working on two screenplays. One is in the
Hollywood fashion, meaning action with
suspense and comedy and romance and
thrills all in the same movie; and one in my
quirky sort of storytelling way, which means
drama, a good story, and characters that I
like, kinder and gentler and with less boxoffice appeal.
“Long-term, I’d like my work viewed
and known on a national level. This, of
course, could take my whole life to
accomplish. I do know I want my work to
matter, and if I choose topics that are
significant and reflective of our times, and I
try never to cease to amaze myself no matter
how hard I work, this could be possible.
“Thirty years young, I look forward to
this journey. Ultimately, my love of
teaching runs neck and neck with my love of
the theater. I hope to find a university or
small college somewhere that will hire me,
allow me to teach acting/playwriting, and
continue to develop my own new work.” I

PHOTO BY LAURIEJOLLIFFE
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The Next
Country Song
You Hear
BY SUSAN ROSSBACH

You forget to watch TV at all. You
get falling-down drunk on white
Zinfandel and decide to give Larry a
call.
You put Patsy Cline on the CD
player. As you dial, you sip your wine
from a 7-Eleven Big Gulp cup. You
made a mess of opening the bottle, so
you are also swallowing pieces of
crumbled cork.
Larry answers the phone at his
parents’ house. He is sitting in their
kitchen playing Scrabble with his
younger sister Becky and her husband
Earl.
“W h at do you want?” he says to
you.
Your jaw literally drops, just like in
soap operas. You can’t believe that

t

was just a fling, and

when Larry finds

they would even consider playing

our, you remind him o f that

Scrabble w ithout you. W hen you

repeatedly.

called, you were sorry for what you

Your best friend Shirley tells you:

had done. Now, as you listen to the

“It was just a fling, but mark my

click o f the Scrabble tiles, you start to

words, he’ll still want you to crawl, just

think that perhaps you haven’t done

as if it had been a real love affair.”

enough. You are not sorry anymore.

Shirley has had exactly five flings, one

This evens up the score. Actually, you

for each year o f her marriage.

figure that you need to go out and do

“W hatever you do,” she says, “don’t

more to equal this betrayal. This,

crawl. Remain standing.”
So you don’t crawl. You get ready for work instead. Larry asks

what Larry and Becky and Earl are
doing, is not your usual garden-

you to leave him the ‘good’ car and take the older one to work. You

variety betrayal, not like being

slam the ‘good’ keys on the table and walk out the door.

unfaithful.

W hen you walk back in, approximately eight hours and forry-five
minutes later, you find a note explaining that he has taken o ff work
and taken the baby and gone to Houston to stay with his parents.
He writes that he doesn’t know how long he will be gone.
You are so surprised that, for the first time since 19 7 7, you forget
it s Oscar night, your very favorite night o f the year to watch TV.
20
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“It was just a fling,” you say to
Larry.
“So you’ve said.” His voice is
tight.
You start to sob and tell Larry that
you’re lost and alone. You and Patsy

Cline are practically doing a duet. You tell Larry
that you want him and the baby to come back first
thing tomorrow morning. Your reasoning is that
if he comes home, he can’t participate in any more
Scrabble games without you.
Larry is extremely cool. Glacial, even. His
words hit your ear like needles of ice. Larry tells
you that he’ll be back in two or three days. Don’t
worry about the baby, he says, she’s fine. You
realize you’d forgotten all about the baby. Larry
then says, after the briefest pause, that he’s glad
you called. He says goodbye.
At first, you think he’s still on the line waiting
for you to say your goodbye, although you have
steadfastly promised yourself that you will not give
him this courtesy. Then you hear Becky’s voice
asking a question and Larry’s voice replying and
the snap of tiles against the game board. You
realize that Larry hasn’t put the phone back
properly and you are still connected.
You refill your Big Gulp cup with more wine
and cork. Instead of hanging up, you suddenly
begin to scream and rage into the phone for Larry
to hang the phone up right, goddamnit. “I’m still
here!” you shriek over and over. “I hear you!
You’re still playing Scrabble! Earl just made
FACADE on a double word!”
Tears roll down your face and you scream into
the receiver until your voice is hoarse and you feel
as il your throat has been ripped by a giant with
long and dirty fingernails. This goes on for
maybe...an hour? Hell, you don’t know.
You are sobbing so loudly, you almost don’t
hear a chair scoot and Becky saying: “...something
to drink. H ow‘bout you guys?”’ Then there is an
exclamation of annoyance, and the line goes dead.
You are lying flat on your back on the dining
room floor. You pull the phone off of the table
because you ain ’t stand up well enough to put the

receiver back the regular way. You don’t know
how long you were on the line, but you think it
was hours, and you worry about the phone bill
for a few moments before you make another
phone call.
By the time Larry and the baby get home
nearly three days later, you’ve been with the other
guy, the fling guy, twice more, once on your own
living room carpet, with the Patsy Cline CD
playing. You tell the other guy you’ve always
wished you could sing like Patsy. He brushes
your hair back from your face and looks into your
eyes and tells you in a tender voice that you do
sing like Patsy.
By the time the phone bill arrives, you are
living with the other guy and you don’t get to see
the amount of the call to Larry in Houston. You
don’t get to play Scrabble, either. It seems as if
you have moved in with someone who thinks it’s
a stupid, pointless game. And he hates your Patsy
Cline CD, too. He tells you that her voice could
peel the paint right off the wall.
At night, you dream about having a whole
handfi.il of Scrabble letters and nowhere to put
them, no matter how you arrange and rearrange.
This is a recurring dream. After you wake up, the
clicking of the tiles stays and stays in your mind.
You wonder if it’s the sound of falling apart. You
wonder if maybe it’s the sound of regret.
You also wonder endlessly how many games of
Scrabble Larry and his family have played without
you by now. You try to calculate, but your mind
boggles. Here’s what else you wonder about: you
wonder why people always say the mind boggles.
Why not the heart boggles? In this case, you
think, in your case, it’s definitely got to be the
heart. I
FALL 1993
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The Bishop Place
BYPATKOURT
Two hills over. . .
Stood a special old house
With a weathered wood front.
Thick kitchen walls of red-clay blocks
Stifled biting, north winds
and
Cooled the piercing, August sun.
Worn, creaking floors of smooth hard wood
Told of cautious midnight tiptoes
and
Echoed quick, impatient pacing.
Shiny, blinding sheets of sloping roof-tin
Pushed rain and snow away from cozy walls
and
Created landmarks for countless miles.
Cool, cistern water in a dented water bucket
Soothed thirsty mouths with the tip of a dipper
and
Warm, kneaded biscuits tempted early-risers.
Front-porch gossip whittled hours from daily boredom
and
Folks of all ages could lose the time of day.
A childhood respite
. . . two hills over.B

22
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Reassembling Dust
BY FRED ALSBERG
Atop the last staircase,
I push aside the formation of frayed chairs
guarding a barricade of boxes,
and take out of cardboard
packets of stationery,
gray and blue,
pale as early morning sky—
some letters received,
stamps yellowed,
contents detail a dinner
with the Bensons,
balmy air
and rareness of the roast.
Here are photographs
in which only poses are familiar,
a trunk of clothes
that could be the ones in the photos.
On the wall hangs a harness,
home to a spider;
the forty-eight star flag it lives beside
sways in the draft
above tires as worn
as those on the sides of docks,
and everywhere, dust—thick
upon a mirrorless dresser
that leans like a ship run aground.■
ILLUSTRATION BY
TINA PRICE
F A L L 1993
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My
MONTGOMERY

WARD
HOME
BY
MARJORIE M. HILL

father said, “That’s a
Montgomery Ward house.
You don’t see too many of
those around here.”
We lived in Caddo
County, a few miles from
Apache, Oklahoma. I
gazed at our house in awe.
A Montgomery Ward
house? How did my dad get a Montgomery Ward house? I
knew we ordered things from the Montgomery Ward catalog
but had not seen a house in it. At seven years of age I was

26
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impressed.
The house was two stories
plus an attic. There were four
rooms upstairs and a stairway
and hall. Downstairs there was a
large parlor (my grandma called
it that), a living room/dining
room, a kitchen and a big
pantry. Grandma called the
pantry a buttery. A porch
extended on the south and east
sides of the house.
Viewed from the driveway,
the porch looked inviting with
its eight round columns reaching
to the porch roof which
extended out level with the
upstairs floor. A door and a
large window opened up into
the dining room on the south,
and three windows on the
southeast corner formed a bay
window effect; then a door
opened into the parlor from the
east side of the porch.
The upper floor boasted
three windows plus matching
bay windows right above the
ones on the lower floor.
The roof formed a gable
above the south end of the
house, complete with a small
window in it. A lightning rod
stretched up from the pointed
roof.

W hen the house was first built, a railing
enclosed the porch except for openings in front
of the doors.
At night in the springtime when the storms
came, my sister and I would be upstairs in our
bed and sometimes the house would shake from
the gusting wind. The lightning flashes blinded
us and the crashing thunder terrified us. We
were much too close to the sky so we would
scramble out of bed and flee to our parents’
room until the storm was over.
Upstairs was a great place to play in the
summertime with south and west windows
open to any playful breeze and there was no one
to say, “Move; I have to sweep.” We could take
friends up there while their parents visited
downstairs.
The porch around the house was also a
good place to play during hot summers as it was
shaded by the roof and a huge walnut tree on
the west. The four of us children— two
brothers, my sister and I— often played,
observing occasional ants that tried to invade
our territory.
To four young children, that tall house
gave us security as we could see it from any part
of the one-hundred-sixty-acre farm, so we never
worried about getting lost.
M any summers we moved our beds onto
the porch and spent the nights watching stars,
listening to night sounds of coyotes, owls, and
pattering feet of some animals just before we
went to sleep.
There was a swinging door between the
dining room and kitchen, a door just like the

ones found in barrooms. It caused some
surprises once in a while and we learned that we
could not push from both sides at the same
time.
W ith no air conditioning, not even fans (no
electricity), open doors and windows were
called upon to furnish coolness. W indows open
on all four sides of the house helped.
Squirrels found a hole in the attic and
frightened my sister and me at night as they
scurried around running or dropping nuts.
When I finally asked my father about the
Montgomery Ward house, he explained in
detail. “Well, my mother, my brother and I
decided to build a house. We saw the picture in
the catalog, so we ordered it.
“W hen it came, we had to go to Apache to
the depot to get everything. It was shipped by
train with big stacks of boards tied together.
The windows were there, just everything we
needed.
“We loaded everything on our wagons and
took them home. After we got it all unloaded,
we laid it out piece by piece, starting with
number one as all the parts were numbered.
“The directions told us exactly what to do
and how to do it, and you can bet we followed
those directions. Sure enough, when we
finished, it looked great!”
During the dust bowl days my sister and I
had the chore of sweeping all of the upstairs
window sills and the floors. Often we swept up
a half-gallon syrup bucket full of sand. I could
never figure how that much dust and sand got
into our Montgomery Ward house.■
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One Person's

Junk
is Another's

Sanity
BY
KEITH LONG
I sat staring at the architect’s drawings for a
couple of minutes before I realized the problem. There
was the spiral staircase, the bay window, the kitchen
island, the French doors. That would he almost
everything . . .
“No junk drawer,” I said, rolling up the
blueprints.
“I’m not sure I follow you,” the architect said with
a touch of Northeastern roll.
“It’s a farmhouse, isn’t it? Then it’s got to have a
junk drawer.” The blank look on the man’s face
further convinced me he was from the eastern seaboard
school of architecture. “Look, a farmhouse can’t run
without a junk drawer. That’s where you put all the
junk. Do you realize how much junk is generated on a
farm?” His blank look intensified. “What else are you
going to do with all the stuff you don’t need?”
“Throw it away?” the architect meekly asked.
“Oh, yeah, right. No wonder you guys have a
garbage problem.”
Long Island could learn something from farm
architecture. The junk drawer has always had a
28
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favorable impact on the Midwestern environment.
Such a drawer is at least as utile as a four-wheel-drive,
more entertaining than cable TV, and more time
saving than a PC-compatible computer. No wonder,
then, that the junk drawer has evolved into standard
equipment for old, and new, farmhouses.
In my family, the junk drawer has for generations
resided right next to the back door. That’s logical,
since all junk on a farm comes through the back door.
I know a city family who has a junk drawer in the full
bathroom.
“Why’d you put it here?” I asked.
“No particular reason,” my friend answered.
“Poor planning,” I scolded. “What happens if
you have to get some junk and the bathroom is
occupied? The junk drawer should always be by the
back door.”
“Our apartment doesn’t have a back door.”
Can western civilization have regressed so far?
My parents have a junk drawer whose primary
purpose is to contain size “D” corroded batteries which
no one can bring themselves to throw away. Ditto the

crabbed-out tubes of Super Glue. And there is Scotch
tape, masking tape, army tape, duct tape, tape tape,
and a tape of Slim Whitman. None of which work, in
my opinion. There are alien wrenches, crescent
wrenches, monkey wrenches (small variety), flathead
screwdrivers, phillips screwdrivers, short screwdrivers
and long screwdrivers. There are two or three screws
of assorted types.
All of the hand tools known to (farm) men—save
the bucksaw—reside in my parents’ junk drawer. And
yet—I think it was Kant who set the principle back in
the 18th century—there is always a vast scarcity of the
particular tool I’m looking for.
“I can’t find a small phillips,” I exclaim while
rummaging through the drawer.
“Look under the batteries,” my father instructs.
“I have.”
Junk drawers are suspiciously similar to the glove
compartments of automobiles. In fact, I suspect that if
reincarnation is a reality, then highly-moral glove
compartments will come back as junk drawers.
While I’ve made a hobby of examining junk
drawers, the mama of all junk drawers belonged to
none other than my Papa and Granny Pollard. They
developed their drawer from the old school of farm
junk. Sometimes, on weekend visits during my
childhood, things would dull up around the 10 Texas
acres and 1 amused myself by considering the
trigonometric violations committed by the junk
drawer, which, of course, was located by the back door.
It was also located in the kitchen, proof that my
grandparents lived in an honest-to-gosh farm house.
All farm houses have back doors opening into the
kitchen, another point lost on my architect.
The junk drawer broke all physical laws. Einstein
would have been stumped, I’m sure, to find that all the
junk, taken out of the drawer, had a gross mass of
some three times the volume of the drawer. Go figure.
And it wasn’t ordinary junk, either. There were
barber clippers, from papa’s shearing days. There was
a straight razor, which I was instructed never to touch
and only did so on those random occasions when no
one else was in the kitchen. There was a chalk marker
consisting of a string which I could stretch across the
kitchen floor and twang with my finger, leaving a
straight, blue mark. From papa’s carpentering days.

There was a variety of paint brushes, from papa’s
painting days.
There were Peter Pan lids, and curious-colored
rocks, and a fishing plug my granny invented, and
Pepto-Bismol tablets, and bobby pins, and cotter pins,
and sixteen-penny nails, and a compass that didn’t
work, and size “D” batteries (corroded), and clothes
pins that did work, and black cat firecrackers that
might work, and always at least a dozen BB’s that
could be cleaned and shot, and a squirrel call that
didn’t work, at least in the original sense, and 14
playing cards, a double-deuce domino, and stuff I still
haven’t identified.
There was stuff I would bring in off the farm—
maybe arrowheads, maybe triangular rocks. Maybe
diamonds, maybe quartz. The stuff was worth a good
half-hour of perusement every day for a kid like me.
At least.
As I grew older, I realized junk drawers weren’t
just for kids. Adults use them too, but in a different
way. A junk drawer keeps an adult’s sanity in order. If
I ever lose something, I know where to look. I he junk
drawer. And no matter how intense my search, the
junk drawer acts as the organizing element.
If I lose my pocket calculator, for instance, I check
the junk drawer. If it is not there, and it never is, then
I look in my briefcase, on top of the television, and
under my recliner. If I still haven’t found it, 1 check
the junk drawer again. “If I have this much junk in
one drawer,” I reason,” then surely the calculator is
around here somewhere.” I rummage through the
drawer, collecting my thoughts, and then I go look
under the seat in my car, in the magazine rack, and
beneath my computer. I may have to look in the junk
drawer a dozen times before I find my calculator.
The location of my city friend’s junk drawer plays
havoc with his searches. Sometimes, if he can’t get to
the junk drawer, he has to organize his search around
his car’s glove compartment, which is okay unless it’s
raining.
After I explained all of this to my architect, he
rubbed his chin in a knowing way, and bent over his
drawings to make corrections. “Gee,” he said, “I can’t
find my eraser.”
“I’ll find it,” I said, smiling and ambling toward
the back door.B
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Abandoned
BY
c. m i c h a e l M cK in n e y

On a worn-out, two-story
mosaic o f stone
the absence o f glass
lets the dark escape,
fade and die
in the afternoon light.
Power lines arrive
from everywhere,
seem to leave
going nowhere,
energize nothing
but the wind
humming an empty tune.H
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Anybody's Beer Joint
BY

c. m i c h a e l M cK in n e y
When a stranger
walks through their door,
the thud-thud
of dart boards cease
while all heads pivot
to the sound of the hinges.
You won't find
much perfume there,
except the green mint odor
of smokeless tobacco.
They don't soft-cotton swaddle
too many strangers,
but manners outlive curiosity
and soon they know your hand,
your hometown,
and your business.
The regulars won't say much,
but there are house darts
if you really want to throw
and at least one straight stick
for the pool table.
They hold their opinions
close to their lips,
at least until after you leave.
They'll measure your jokes
and your strokes on the cue ball,
frown at your choice
from the jukebox,
then they'll walk outside
to see what you drive
before they make their decision.
But most of all
they'll check your manners
and whether or not
you raised the lid
on the toilet in the unisex bathroom.■
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Desert Moon
BY
c. m i c h a e l M cK in n e y

I hadn't planned to die
here on this mesa
gray with gypsum.
Come to think o f death,
I hadn't before.
So why today, here
where the desert wind
sandblasts the sagebrush.
W hat invitation to ash
begs this moment?
W hen the sun does set,
I must remind myself
that the moon is not
the source o f the light,
but only a reflection
we can never truly see.B
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Nobody W ants To Be
a Cowboy
BY
AARON BAKER

“Oklahomans no longer will work the long
hours for the cheap wages of cowboys.”
“Ranchers seek help of alien migratory
workers.” —News item.
I say hang us dead
to the old bunkhouse wall.
Let the lonely coyotes wail
and the wild hawks sail,
as they will according
to their kind. Welcome to Spring;
throw a rope on the mavericks
when the baby-faced calves
become lost in the hidden arroyos,
and the white bones of a steer
hang on the post of a barbed-wire fence.
Behold the singing meadow lark
fluttering in the red-eyed dawn,
bringing memories of the dark tresses
of dance-hall girls tossing under the
touch of our lily-white ungloved hands
so lightly on a rare Saturday night
on the town. Now, even the little boys
don’t dream of cowboys, anymore,
and the vast thin sod shows no tracks
of our saddle mounts on the prairie rim,
or trace of lost spurs. . .
I say hang us dead
under a dim sagebrush sky. ■
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Finding the Homestead
House, 1963
BY
MARK SANDERS
fo r Melodee

First, wading the murky creek,
muddy ooze underfoot,
green water about the knees.
Then light-freckled dark of oak canopy,
crush of leaves, hushing air.
“How much farther?” she asked.
The dark trees, the many-handed,
black-pointed directions.
Up the steep-greased hill, grasping
at the low, gray wood, pulling.
Then sliding down the other side.
And there, hemp-shuttered,
the house, an earthen mound.
Not long we poked about the glass-jeweled ground.
Nor stood inside the leaning door
where someone of our blood
once looked upon a summer’s heat and smoked.
Nothing was there.
Just the sour smell of earth.
“Race you back,” she said. ■
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The Rock Hound
BY
MARK SANDERS

in memory o f Bill Haskin
This inadequacy in the eye to see deep enough,
to sort at a standing glance the prize from the sand—
I spend days grazing the grasslands, now and then
Kicking dirt in anger, now and then
sifting excitedly through a blowout's centuries.
Sometimes it's months before I find a keeper,
an agate or an arrowhead, sometimes so long
I fool myself into thinking I've found a fossil
or a geode's bony back, rawing the fingers
in glassy gravel only to unearth a rusty gear,
a root, a can. Sometimes a nephew goes with me,
half-trying, half-bored with effort,
and he discovers the best ones: rattlesnake agates,
obsidian, moonstone, flint. Sometimes, even,
beautiful little points hundreds of years old.
I've done this forever and have yet to enjoy such luck.
In shelves in my home I have maybe only sixty stones
polished down, two foot blue hunks of petrified wood,
maybe four dozen white to gray broken points.
A few of these I found by accident,
herding leaves with a rake or skipping stones
on Wyoming's Powder River. But most took months
of stalling work. I have, besides, two other trophies:
the blue-green scars on my left shin—
a two-pointed one where a rattlesnake struck
while I was scaling rocks at Sonora,
the other a cross-shaped cut where I opened the wound
and bent to suck it clean. Falling back sick,
I passed out. Then woke next morning to find my
hand clutching the piece of turquoise I set into this
ring.H
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Old Quilts
and
Hillsdale Tobacco
BY
NINA Q. BARNES

ewie was quilting up every
tiniest fragment of cloth from
the scrap basket. The smaller
scraps were made into
Grandmother’s Flower
Garden, Star, and Crazy
Quilts.
“Whatcher sewin’ them
strings outer them newspapers
fer?” Grandpa spat and
questioned.
Newie grinned at the grizzled old man, still dark and strong as
an ox, his Indian blood evident in his strong featured face.
“This here’s the String Pattern. I sew these long strings of
scraps to it first, then trim them down to the patterns. Here’s a
finished one, four inches square. These are ‘jined’ to these black
squares like a checkerboard.”
Grandpa slapped his thigh and chuckled, "By hand, we can set
on the bed and play checkers on it.”

Newie had her treadle sewing
machine going smooth and steady,
fabric passing evenly between her
hands, under the presser foot,
curling in a heap on the floor.
“Mama, the quilt is getting on
the floor,” her twin boys ran around
the machine, watching the seam
forming on the selvedge of the
fabric.
“Look, Mama, I can see the
spool. You’re running out of
thread.”
Nevvie’s voice was soft and
wooly, “Yes, I been watchin’ it
disappear off the bobbin, too.”
“Can we get you another spool,
Mama?”
“Do you want white or black?”
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She marvelled how those two could always
guess what the other would say next, as the boys
jumped around her, wanting her to choose, “Me
first, I asked first.”
“No,” she sighed. “There ain’t no more
thread.” She began folding the half-made quilt
into a clean, white sheet; keep that awful dust
offen it. “But you can he’p me sweep this dust
up.
She looked where the sky ought to be. Dust.
Dust blowin’ to where the sun was hid. Dust
seepin’ through ever’ chink and crack in the walls
and winders. Dust seepin’ under the door; it
looked like the sand in the crick, sorta like
marcelled hair, little ripples of waves and ridges as
it heaped higher behind the door hinge, sorter
like a fold-up fan half-open.
The twins ran for the broom and dustpan.
She wet the broom in a water bucket and swept
easy so as not to stir up the dust. They held the
pan and a kraft bag. She swept, they poured.
They poured dust into the bag until it was half
full, and about all one of them could lug.
One twin was tall and dark, with brown hair;
his Grandpa tagged him “Blackie." The other was
fair and short, with black hair, “Shorty” was his
nickname.
“Blackie, honey, would you take down them
clothes that’s dry, and lay them on the table and
fold 'em? You’ll be through before 1 get dinner
cooked,” Newie said.
“Shorty, honey, fetch me that shoulder meat
from the storeroom.”
“The wind is making those ghost sounds,”
Blackie said.
“Mama, that noise makes me shiver.”
Grandpa mended tack and harness. “Prob’ly
the no-headed dog.” Grandpa delighted in their
fright; the No-Headed Dog was one of his best
tales. They all stopped and listened.
“Sounds like the mule to me,” said Newie.
“The menfolks are coming in for their dinner.
“Kin you boys put off that laundry and set
the plates?” she asked them.
“Yes, ma’am,” they said, “one, two, three,
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“...five, six, seven, eight,” the other said.
The back door was in the lee of the wind; it
burst open and the four men whacked dust off
their hats and bandanas before they hurried
inside. Muddy circles defined where they had
moved the bandanas over their noses to breathe
through.
“Mind, put your bandanas in that pan of cold
water to soak, else the mud will stain,” Newie
said.
“Better empty your pockets,” Dad said.
Crouching over the dust bag, each one turned
up his front pockets and poured out the dust.
Dust lined the creases where they squinted their
eyes; they had tied one bandana over their ears,
and another over their nose and mouth, like
desperados.
The boys greered their Dad and the uncles,
“Howdy.”
“I’m full of grit, and spit,” allowed Grandpa.
He spit tobacco juice with deadly aim, poured
water from the dipper into the wash pan and
began splashing his face and head. “Niwer could
stand sand in my hair,” he snorted.
The men each took a turn at the bucket and
pail.
“Did you get the cotton in, Daddy?”
Dad took one boy on each knee. “Now that’s
a hard thing, boys,” he said. “1 reckon that
cotton seed has blowed clear to the North Pole by
now, right alongside all the topsoil that use to be
this h’yar farm.”
Newie served up a heaping platter of fried
shoulder and red-eye gravy, and hot biscuits from
a long, black bake tin.
“Fried ’taters!” exclaimed Zip.
“Pass them beans,” Whis said.
“Fine lookin’ meal, Newie,” said Ap.
“Is the field corn lookin’ any good?” asked
Newie.
They all shook their heads. Despair was
contagious from their slumped shoulders, their
look of hopelessness; despair swept the table. It
was like a black crow sitting on her shoulder. She

turned away, put a stick of wood under the hotwater reservoir of her iron stove, so there would
be hot water to wash up the dishes. She took two
quilted pads in her hand and brought the coffee
pot to the table, still perking. The pot reminded
her of bird eggs; a smile lightened her eyes and
was gone again.
“More coffee.” It was a fact. They always
drank all the coffee.
“Can we have some coffee, too, Mama?”
Shorty said.
“Please, Mama?” Blackie pleaded.
“Well, all right,” said their mama.
She got their mugs and poured milk almost
full, then added a few tablespoons of the hot
coffee and a teaspoon of sugar. She gave them
the mugs with the teaspoons standing in them,
just like grandpa’s.
“Sip from the spoon, boys,” allowed grandpa
with a nod of his head. “You dassn’t burn
yourselves.”
“Yessir.” They were pleased the old man took
account of them.
The men washed up again, took down the
white starched shirts she had ironed for them. It
was a time they looked for all week. Saturday
afternoon, work finished for the week, go to town
for supplies for the week coming up.
“I declare, Newie, I don’t see how you got
these shirts white when the air is thick with dirt.
Seems to me they would a’been pure mud oncet
you had 'em wet,” Zip said.
He admired himself in the piece of mirror in
his hand. Newie watched him a moment.
“I used up all my thread today. I need a
spool of white thread to finish that quilt. And get
me a needle, too.”
She spoke to Zip. He was the first son; he
was the head of the family behind the old man,
even above her husband. The other men did not
seem to be concerned with their part in the
‘pecking order”, but it bothered Newie that she
had no help from them in the house, yet she
often worked alongside them in the fields, and
her husband was “bossed” equal to the little boys.

She was the oldest in her family, and used to
being responsible for a household and she knew
she was good at it; now, here she was, treated like
a servant girl, while she took care of five growed
men and two little boys. But the Indian ways
demanded respect to the Chief, which was
Grandpa, and to the elders, which was eldest to
youngest sons. They were good-looking men,
and proud, and she turned them out nice. They
approved of her skills, though it was not the
Indian way to compliment wimmenfolk.
“This drought is wiping us out, third year in a
row. We have to buy more cotton seed, but what
little of the soil was left, is up there in the sky and
in that brown bag.” Zip’s mouth was set in a grim
line.
“We ain’t got corn left to grind to meal
today,” he said as the five struggled out the door,
tying down their bandanas again, dripping wet.
They’d be blowed dry long afore they made it to
town.
“Boys, get dishtowels and help with these
dishes. I want to mop this floor when we’re
through,” Newie said.
She put hot water in the mop bucket.
“Blackie, get me a scoop of those ashes. I want
lye water for this dirt floor. Can’t take chances
on any more consumption or diptheria,” she
said.
“Mama, it’s blowing in faster than you can
mop it up,” Blackie said.
“Still, we must try our best,” Mama said.
The boys kept busy with their books to pass
time that afternoon. They enjoyed school and
excelled in work. Newie crocheted yarn into a
layette for the expected baby.
It was past dark, past suppertime when the
men got back from town. They had brought
sugar, flour, cornmeal, lard, molasses, honey,
coffee, peanut butter, and five bags of Hillsdale
tobacco. Newie eyed the tobacco with suspicion.
She waited for them to unload the bags.
Waited for the needle and thread. She wanted
that quilt finished before the baby came.
Finally, she spoke. “Did you get the needle
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and thread?”
“No, we didn’t have no money left after we
bought the tobakker,” Zip said.
“A nickel for a spool of thread and a penny for
a needle? You didn’t have six cents?” Newie was
not convinced.
“Sorry, Newie. We got the seed on the credit,
and them staples took the rest of our ‘roll. We got
to have our tobakker.”
“Boys, bring granddad that packet of cigarette
skins; I need to roll one,” granddad said. “And
bring my tobakker.”
Newie watched the men shake out a row of
tobacco onto the paper, moisten the edge of the
cigarette paper, licking it, rolling it up into a
slender cigarette. She watched the four men shake
tobacco from the Hillsdale pouches...four pouches,
about 15 inches deep and ten inches wide and
seamless, the bag was woven around and around in
one continuous thread...THREAD! Right in front
of her nose was yards of thread to finish the quilt!
Newie was humming a hymn to herself
Sunday morning when she decided to empty the
tobacco into clean molasses pails. She washed out
the bags and hung them to dry. After church she
began ravelling the thread from the bags, winding
it on empty spools; she kept every empty spool.
Monday morning after breakfast she used the
thread and finished the quilt. She was still singing
at dark.
The skies continued gray and sickly for
months. Banks failed, farms were ruined, people
left and didn’t come back.
Newie had her baby in due time; they were all
plum fools over little Virginia. The next winter
she fell sick with pneumonia, and died during a
storm. The boys walked seven miles in the mud
and rain from Uncle’s house. She wrapped them
in the quilt, to get the chill out.
The war broke out. Shorty went to the
Aleutians with the Navy Seabeas. Dad developed
cancer of the throat, they thought from mustard
gas in France in the First War. The quilt covered
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him.
Shorty finally married. Three years later, Dad
died of the cancer.
She went to visit Shorty and stayed two months.
They laughed a lot.
“Don’t you have some quilts, honey? I’m cold,”
Newie said.
“No, my mother makes quilts, but she hasn’t
made one for me,” replied the daughter-in-law. “I
embroider, but I can’t quilt. Here is a blanket for
your bed; we have blankets.”
She came for two months in the fall; she arrived
with a ‘secret smile’ on her face. She brought two
suitcases instead of one.
“Shorty, honey, hand me that suitcase,” Newie
said.
She opened it and took out two quilts, a little
faded, a little worn, but made with her big, capable
hands. “1 know you need kiwers,” she said. “I have
lots of old quilts. I’m giving these to you.” She was
smiling that smile.
“I want you to have this one here. One year
when the crops failed, I had to ravel out tobakker
sacks for the thread...”
A letter came to Shorty from Helen, a childhood
chum:
“I was saddened at the news of your mother’s
death, still keeping her house and garden at ninety, —
I remembered my young years at Babbs.
“I always stopped in on my way home from
school and she would give me a great big cold biscuit.
I’d poke a hole in it and she would fill it with
molasses. Her sheets were all snow-white,
embroidered and ironed, covered with hand-made
old quilts. You boys wore the whitest starched
shirts.”
The old quilt with the black squares standing on
their points, sewn with thread unravelled from
Hillsdale Tobacco sacks, has proved as tough and
enduring as the people of Western Oklahoma who
dug in their heels and survived the Dust Bowl. ■

Azaleas
BY
ROBERT SPENCER

I want to write a love poem,
or if not, say something limp
like azaleas, mottled brown
with road-dust at blossom’s end,
then beaten by a storm—
the skirt o f petals
pressed in pine straw,
fuchsia faded into brown.
If not the sun’s spiraling ray,
I’ll settle for dust
along this windowsill,
my arm dropped over the sofa’s back,
legs sprawled, clammed to the sheetcover;
these brown boxes-taped, labeled
for the move. I’ll say something strong,
like a new life, but still
I linger in this old way, over the pier I built
into the marsh, the redwing’s nest,
the alligator’s tail-swash in the saltgrass,
the no-see-um’s unbearable swarm and bite,
and in the heat, the calm between us.
I’ll say love then.
The bed unsheeted, bare.B
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Quanah Parker Remembered
■ ■ ■
BY
ALVENA BIERI
Gathering on the east side o f Chief Quanah
Parker’s big, old, white Southern-style mansion come
dozens o f his descendants to a huge reunion that
honors his exalted place in the history of Oklahoma.
The women and girls are costumed in bright shawls
and moccasins. The men have covered themselves
with eagle feathers from head to toe. Everyone jangles
pleasantly as they walk around and slowly seek their
places in the dance competition. They do everything
in leisurely “Indian time.” When the big circle of
dancers finally starts to move, they keep rhythm with
five men slowly beating a huge, persistent drum. But
the dance seems to have no beginning or end.
Occasionally the drummers get a little tired, and the
beat fades away, only to start up again in a minute or

two.
The master o f ceremonies is a tall young Indian
man with a big braid down his back. He wears a
camouflage outfit with a red tarn. When this emcee
announces the advance o f the American flag, the
participants enter the little arena area chanting “The
Flag Song,’“ but it bears no resemblance to “The Star
Spangled Banner” or anything by John Phillips Sousa.
Dominating the scene of all the bright, timeless
dancing is Parker’s “Comanche White House,” the
Star House, a little dilapidated now. It was so named
because Quanah Parker had fourteen white stars
painted on it when he became chief. The stars were
supposed to signify that he was just as important a
leader as the white officials of the U.S. government.
The myriad Parker descendants, in whose honor
the evening powwow is being held, are mostly, but not
all, Indian. A few very white-looking people are
descendants is well, like the woman in the wheel chair
who’s guided in as part o f the flag procession. Quanah
Parker was half white. When she was nine, his mother,
Cynthia Ann Parker, was kidnapped by the
Comanches, grew up with them, and had three
children with Comanche Chief Peta Nocona.
Historians write that she came to consider herself a
complete Comanche, and when she later had to return
to white civilization, she pined away and died.
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Quanah Parker, (he used the name “Parker” in
honor o f his mother) a Quahada Comanche, was not
exactly a peaceloving person in his early career. In the
1 870s his political aim was to rouse the leaders of
other Plains tribes to fight off white domination. But
it was hard going. Resist as they might, their cause was
lost. To top it off, in 1874 the Plains Indians were
beaten badly by a group o f white buffalo hunters at a
little trading post called Adobe Walls, in the Texas
panhandle.
Quanah Parker, realizing that times were
changing, began to fraternize successfully with his
former enemies. He made friends with cattlemen and
Indian agents. In 1890 he became chief o f the
Comanches. He enjoyed his ranch south of the
Wichitas, started investing successfully in railroad
stock, and even became a hunting buddy o f President
Teddy Roosevelt.
But in many ways he was still a Comanche.
Legends about the Star House are tied into an Indian
custom he did not abandon. He practiced polygamy.
The Star House had a bedroom for each o f his five
wives, with plenty of room for his 23 children. And
Quanah Parker had a sense of humor about his
extended family. On one o f his trips to Washington,
someone suggested he ought to give up all his wives
but one and live more like a white man. He answered
the person, “If I do that, I’ll let you tell my wives
which one I’m going to keep!”
Today the Star House, Eagle Park where it’s
located and which contains the ancient remnants of
Craterville Amusement Park, and in fact the entire
town of Cache, could use a facelift. The whole area, so
rich in history and memory, cries out for a
philanthropic fortune— a Frank or Waite Phillips— to
spend a few million dollars on major restoration.
Quanah Parker died in 1911. But at the reunion
powwow his spirit is still felt around the old mansion,
in the throb of the ancient dances, and in the hearts of
the Indian and white people who gather to celebrate
his life and remember a different era.H

Generation Gape
■ ■ ■
BY
RICHARD D. KAHOE
Heads incline together over Cokes
in an Oklahoma diner booth,
two generations of reservation stock,
drawn from the same pure blood
but infused with different fire.
Mother’s melancholy jowls despond;
her achromatic shift cloaks a shapeless form;
vacant eyes dream pathetically
of shattered culture steeped
in the ebb and flow of seasons,
in windstorm, rain and snow,
in eagle, wolf and buffalo,
in hides, teepee poles and pemmican,
in dances, raids and peace pipes.
Daughter sports the latest teenage chic,
blouse billowing with bright red blossoms
over coulottes in cherry red.
Heightened cheekbones blush a natural rose,
lips almost asmile in repose,
cascading jet brushed to a sheen.
She’ll go to a Christian college
and marry the farm boy from the next county
who wants to be a doctor.
She’ll welcome sons home from America’s wars,
bearing medals stamped for valor,
and marry off her daughters
to a teacher and a preacher.
But can the summit of her Great American Dream
surpass the one that’s faded
from her mother’s eyes?B
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"To u r C om m u n ity-O w n ed ^ a n i ”

NATIONAL BANK AND TRUST COMPANY
OF WEATHERFORD
FDIC

WEATHERFORD

CORDELL

1100 E. Main
(405) 772- 5575

120 S. Market
(405) 832-3352

FALL
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Mark
Motor Hotel
. I ndependent l y owned & o p e r a t e d ___

9 Blocks from S o u t h w e s t e r n University
Restaurant
26 N o n - S m o k i n g R o o m s
R e f r i g e r a t o r a n d b r e w c o f f e e in all R o o m s
F r e e Local Cal l s
C om plim entary Coffee & Ne wspape rs
S p e c i a l S e n i o r a n d AAA Ra t e s
HBO
S p e c i a l r a t e s f or W e d d i n g s & R e u n i o n s
that ex ceed 6 rooms.
C h i l d r e n u n d e r 12 Fr e e
5 Bl ks. f r o m 1 5 , 0 0 0 Ft. A n t i q u e Mall
5 Bl ks. f r o m D o w n t o w n S h o p p i n g
1-40 East Bound Exit 80A - 1-40 West Bound Exit 82
525 E. Ma i n , W e a t h e r f o r d , OK 7 3 0 9 6

Zlm

Edward D. Jones & Co.°

M i m D t r N e w Y o rk S t o c k E ic f t a n g e . In c . a n d S e c u r it ie s I n v e s t o r P r o t e c t i o n C o r p o r a t io n

JIM II. HORSBURGII
INVESTMENT REPRESENTATIVE
127 W. MAIN
W EATHERFORD. OK
(405) 772-1832

EMORY B. THOMAS
INVESTMENT REPRESENTATIVE

2208 W. THIRD
ELK CITY. OK
(405) 225-9260

BILL ANDREW
INVESTMENT REPRESENTATIVE
619 FRISCO
C U N TO N . OK
(405)323-6973

(405)772-3325

SANK
OF

WESTERN
OKLAHOMA
Supporting
Western Oklahoma

ED BERRONG

AGENCY_______
INSURANCE AND
REAL ESTATE

'THE AGENCY SERVICE BUILT’

Member F.D.I.C.

Elk City, OK
Vici, OK
46
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225-3434
995-3323

520 E. Main

Weatherford

722-3329

4\CITY BANK
Cordell • Corn • W eatherford

i Prota/nonal

AcLura.

r

mui

Fro

A //o cioU on

THE WOODSHED
FRAME SHOP
AND

"Offering a variety of loan programs"

THE ART GALLERY

Member FDIC

PICTURE FRAMING & ART WORK
105 E MAIN
WEATHERFORD, OKLA

(405)774-2265

115 N. CUSTER

r

G E JONES (HEAD TERMITE)
Phone 772-5648

DAYS INN

DAYS INN ELK CITY

IIU K p

I k united

V

.. .
community bank

NINA JONES

LOCAL
FEDERAL
BANK fsb

\

1100 HWY 34, ELK CITY, OK 73644
(405)226-9210. FAX (405)225-1278

FDIC INSURED

Weatherford Office:
(405)772-7441
P.O.Box 271
109 E. Franklin
Weatherford, Oklahoma 73096
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r / z

l 22 WEST BROADWAY

M

ELK CITY, OKLA.,73644

MEMBER FDIC
1 2 2 North B roadw ay
W eatherford, OK 7 3 0 9 6
(4 0 5 )7 7 2 -5 5 4 1

ALLEN PHARMACY

ROY JAMES, R. PH.
(405)225-3610

g 'E 'T P P E I9v{JAQ‘E
_______

‘P rescription Specialist
j 521 E FRANKLIN

WEATHERFORD.OK

73096

Memories Made to Last a Lifetime

Senior • Family • Wedding
Clamour • Teenage Casual
ABC • Athletic • School-Day
...PHOTOGRAPHY...

1-800-8-BLUNCK

Clinton, Elk City, Entd, Lawton. Moore, Weatherford, Oklahoma
Amanllo, Texas

(405)772-3347

FALL

1993
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FIRST NATIONAL
BANKAND TRUST
COMPANY
IN CLINTON
See our Trust Department to
provide professional management
for your assets and security for
your families.

Fifth and Frisco

48

Clinton, OK

W E S T V IE W

Member FDIC

FIRST STATE BANK & TRUST CO.
Illllll

Hollis

Eldorado

Sayre

Hollis, Okla.

Sayre, Okla.

688-3323

928-3311

Eldorado, Okla.
633-2202

MEMBER F.D.I.C.

The staff of Westview would
like to thank our new advertisers
in this issue. If you would like
to become an advertiser in
Westview, please contact us at:
(405)774-3793
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